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Feet In The Clouds 


Ambling into the living area, David grinned when he spotted his boyfriend sprawled on the couch. Dave's knees 
were pulled up and his feet, those gorgeous feet, were bare and buried into the throw pillows. An acoustic 


guitar rested in his lap, soft notes filling the air. 


Walking over, he slid down beside the couch and leaned his head back to smile up at the dark haired man He 


got a smile in return. 

‘Hey’ 

"Hi." David's smile widened. 

"How you doin'?" 

Stretching, David yawned. "Bit tired” 


"Not fuckin’ surprised. You were up at what? Six this morning?" 


Stifling another yawn, he nodded. He loved their life, loved all they'd built for themselves. But he wasn't getting 
any younger. At least that's what his body was telling him. He seemed to have a permanent knot in his lower 
back and his ankles liked to protest on a daily basis. lt might be time to go back to his high tops. At least they 
had some kind of ankle support. 


Reaching an arm behind himself, he ran a hand down Dave's strong calf. The younger man twitched and 


chuckled. 
"Feelin" ticklish?" 
He heard Dave snort back laughter. "With you? Always." 


Smiling, he let his hand drift over Dave's ankle, his fingers ghosting over the prominent bone. His lover twitched 
again, his laughter getting louder. 


Leaning back against the couch, David lifted Dave's leg and draped over his shoulder. His lover's foot dangled in 
front of his face and David took a moment to admire it. He took in its shape, the long toes and the gentle arch. 
Teasingly he ran a finger along the sensitive sole. Dave laughed and moved to pull away before David clamped a 
hand back around his ankle. 

"Whatca doin?" 

"Playing," David softly replied. 

Dave's toes twitched "Why my feet?" 

Chuckling, he looked up into a pair of confused, dark eyes. "Because you've got sexy feet. You know | love them." 


Dave pouted. "Thought you loved all of me?" 


Stretching his free arm back, David ran his fingers over his boyfriend's ribs. "You know | love all of you. 


Including your habit of buying every piece of junk you come across." 

Dave's pout deepened and he folded his arms. "s not junk" 

"Okay, it's not junk" 

David couldn't wipe the grin from his face. He really was the luckiest man alive. He'd fallen on his feet before 
falling head over heels in love. And he was in love, extremely happily so. Up to and including Dave's annoying 
little habits (hair clippings in the plughole, eating everything in sight, pretending that the cats were guitars. 


Although the cats seemed to enjoy that particular habit). 


Runnirg his fingers under the leg of Dave's jeans, David tickled the back of his leg. Dave continued to twitch 


and laugh, trying to pull his leg back. But a strong hand clamped around his ankle was stopping him. Ever so 
gently, David began to massage his lover's foot. His thumb swept over the top, tracing the delicate bones and 
marvelling at the muscles which moved beneath the skin. Above him, Dave's chuckles turned to purrs as David 
carefully began to work out the knots. 

Dave curled his toes as he worked, his sighs becoming purrs. Smiling, David stopped. 

"How you feelin’ up there?" 

"6-Good." 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 


"Well, you know, if it feels that good, don't hold back, will you?" 


"Trust me, short stuff, I'm not gonna hold back." Fingers flicked the back of David's head. "Now get back to 


work" 

David couldn't lie; playing with the dark haired man's feet did strange things to him. Things he never thought 
would happen. A hot flush stained his cheeks and his jeans became tighter. But that could wait. First he had his 
boyfriend to pleasure. 


Gliding the palm of his hand over the top of Dave's foot, he laced his fingers between his lover's toes. The 


younger man twitched and tightened, a quiet groan reaching David's ears. 
"Fuck, David" 

"What?" 

"That feels so fuckin’ good” 

Grinning, David lowered his head and peppered the soft, upper skin with gentle kisses. Behind him, he heard the 
sound of a zipper undoing before Dave shifted his hips. David didn't need to look behind him to know that his 


boyfriend was jerking off. 


Gently he ran his fingers between the dark haired man's toes, enjoying the feeling of the little digits against his 
skin It sent shivers down his spine and David rocked his own hips, the bulge in the front of his jeans growing. 


"Oh, fuck, oh, David. That feels so fuckin’ good." 


I'm glad," he softly replied. 


Sliding down the couch, he brought Dave's foot to his mouth and licked a line from his ankle to his toes. Behind 
him, the couch creaked as Dave shifted, soft sighs becoming deeper. Repeating it, David slowly closed his lips 
around the shapely big toe. Above him, his boyfriend groaned, his leg tightening as David gently began to suck 
and lick He moved his tongue around it, tasting and feeling. Again, he shuddered and slid his free hand to his 
erection. Closing his hand around the front of his jeans, David began to squeeze and massage himself, his 


arousal growing. 

"Fuck, David," his boyfriend hissed. "David, that feels so good. Keep doing it. Do my other toes.” 

Pulling away, he cradled Dave's foot in one hand and tilted his head back. The sight on the couch was one which 
nearly pushed him over the edge. The dark haired man was sprawled over the couch, back arched and hand 
around his throbbing erection His eyes were closed and his head thrown back, tiny gasps leaving his lips. 


Grinning, David kissed his foot. "And you look fuckin’ hot like that. | need to do this more." 


Without opening his eyes, Dave nodded. "Yeah," he gasped. "Do it. Do both my feet. Fuck, David! Just make me 


fuckin’ come!" 

David chuckled. "You're gonna make me fuckin’ come just like that." 

Fingers wrapped in his hair and gave it a gentle tug as Dave whined, "David! Get on with it" 

His smile widened. "Gladly." 

This time he took his time, his tongue tracing the delicate bones. With each pass of his tongue, Dave 
shuddered and moaned, his voice getting louder. With one last lick, David attacked the little toe, winding around 
it before gently starting to suck. His own cock throbbed against his palm, a spot of warm pre-come working its 
way through the fabric. Groaning around Dave's toe, he began to furiously rub and squeeze himself, his own 
orgasm thundering closer. 

David worked his way along his lover's foot, lavishing each toe with attention From the trembling and moaning, 
he could tell that his boyfriend was getting closer. Twisting Dave's ankle, he began to lick and lap at the 
sensitive underside, tongue following the line of the arch before working beneath every toe. 

"Oh, God, David" 

Chuckling, he pulled away. "Yes, this is God." 


A hand tugged at his hair before pushing his head forward. "Don't fuckin’ stop! I'm fuckin’ close!" 


Laughing, he went back to work, his tongue finding all the soft spots along the bottom of Dave's foot before 


working in between each toe. His own body gave another shudder, his hips rising from the floor as he squeezed 


his erection. Rubbing the heel of his hand against himself, David groaned as his shorts and jeans pressed closer 


to his sensitive flesh. He was close, so close. 

"David! Come on!" It seemed someone else was close as well. 

Concentrating on Dave's middle toe, David sucked and licked and lapped, his tongue working between it, over it 
and around it. He savoured the feeling of soft and rough skin against his tongue and lips, his nose buried buried 


against his lover's foot. Moments later and his boyfriend stiffened, a guttural groan filling the air. 


Giving Dave's foot one last, tender kiss, he pulled back and looked behind. The dark haired man lay back against 
the couch, his hand massaging his softening cock, his chest rising and falling as he panted. 


"Good?" David asked. 


"Fuckin! amazing." A dark eye opened and peered down at him, a grin beginning to twist Dave's lips. "How about 


you?" 
Rocking his hips up, David grabbed his own crotch. 
Dave's grin widened and he patted his lap. "How about you come up here and | do a bit of lickin’ of my own?" 


David didn't need telling twice. 


